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on cas: Charitte. | | 


| SeB ASTIANy Friend to Werter.. 


74 


1 a 3 LEUTHRO P, Merter's confidential Cardin: | 
oF Wer ER, in Love with Charlette. 


W O. M E N.. | 
CHARLOTTE. 


LavuRa, her Confidante.. 
Servants, Friends, Singers, &. 


—_— 


* 


Se ENE,—Walhejm throughout. 


Time, -A Night and Day. 


AF. I. 8 L 


WERTE RS Apartment. 


Enter SEBASTIAN and LEUTHROP. 
' SEBASTIAN. | 


Is then my friend ſo much afflicted? 
Tu Werter be thus chang d ? 


LzuUTHROP, 
Alas ! | 
So chang'd of late he's ſcarcely to be known : 
Thoſe you which once — "=: no 2987 


e R 1 E R. 
Ni more he ſeeks the ſocial joy of life; . 


But pines in ſolitude, and ever waſtes ; 
'The live long * in grief. 


* — 


1 1 5 wo 


Such were my fears; 


a For every fit breath'd the faid 22092 : 
- Can you. unfold the cauſe Þ 


ne R-O Tr. 


Lore is de cant. | | $ 


" Om B EY T 1A Ns 


Ah! chen I dread the tale — for well I know - 
How paſſion ſways my friend. Vet quickly "7 : 
Who has engag d his love? „ 


Lr UTHROP: 


| One much too fair, 195 8 C'S, 
Too dich i in virtue's choiceſt gifts, t eſcape 

The quick diſcerning eye of kindred worth : 
S Her x name is + Charlotth, Walheim's See boaſt. 


SAS T1 4 u. 


And whence aroſe this paſſion ? 


LevuTHROE. 


Ill tell thewall; | 
Boon few. nights paſt, intreated by a friend, 
He went to mingle in a revel here, 
The lovely Charlotte'graced the ball—her eye 
Was fix d on him alone; too ſoon he aw _ 
And own'd its power Thence their paſſions grew, 
And now ear ſees ho much the wares loves. EL 


s 2 5 1 15 


e lament Merhinks he thow'd be bleſs." 
"yas his 2 . 


Ia vrn nor; 


hy 
8 


® - 


XN TRAGEDY: vs; 
| Lzurnnor. 


O]! Neo, a rival, 9 
A generous rival, ſtands between his love; 

His name is Albert, and his honour ſounds 
Wherever ſounds his name.—His various virtues 
Long fince endear'd him to.Charlotte's friends, 
And friendſhip has ſupplied the want of love, 
For ſhe has yielded to his ſuit. -  * 


SEBASTIAN, 


* * 4 of I & * 2 x a Rs! — 2 - an 
r 8 —r —— y oe 
2 — * 0 6 


6 P f Io ec, pda def 
What ſcenes of ſorrow open to my vie-; 
1 FO, LßzVuTrR RO,. 

No; he is diſtant hence, and little thinks 

How much my maſter loves z but ſoon returns 
To wed his lovely prize, and then your friend _. 


Muſt leave for ever what he holds moſt dear; 
Prepare him Heaven for ſo great a trial. 


mM a es 171; | Sononel 
Alas! poor Werter, oh ! twas kindly done 

= Ts hide this ſtory from thine anxious friends} 
Thine own afflictions nobly boded theirs, 


F 


LeUuTHROP: 


Yet, when he ſees you, he'll unload his heart 

And pour his ſorrows forth.—I know him well 
Ah! you remetaber, Sir, the time has been 

When Werter was the happieſt of his friends ; 

Alas ! how chang'd the ſcene—forgive my tears 

He has no pang that it not felt by me. ys 


: * * * 
2 4-4 * * 
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'. SeBASTIAN, WR 
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Nay, w : 4 * ey” OSTER 
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y, weep not, Leuthrop ; happy 2 
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10 25 'w E R x 6 E * 
e Enter WERTER: 


_ 


ABR 


al welcome, my Sebaſtian FE: 
My heart exults to ſee my friend again. 
O!] to what angel do I owe this bi 
This beſt of bleſſings ? 


S AST IAN. 


3 Thou ow'lt it to thy grief; 
J thought affliction lurk d in Werter's breaſt, 
And therefore came to prove myſelf his friend: 


5 25 Waren. 


Would I could thank thee for thy generous gt, 
For Heavyen'can witneſs, that I need a friend. ub 
Yes, I've been wretched ſince we parted lik; - vo 
Pleaſure is driven from her late abode, = 
And lorrow——ceaſclely forrow—criumphs there þ/ __ 

SE DAST IAN. WH 


I know the whole, and much lament thy fate NG 
Jet, Werter—yet there is a way RAY due; 1 © 
"To E thy eures. Wy | * a. 


; W E R 1 E Rs 
O! pre We: 15 e 
82 BASTIAN | 
Forlike this ſpot beſet with dangers round *. Lo 


Forget the fatal ima thy love 
1 by. with me to 0 erben There 0 our ebe 


Wir 
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| TAE. TRAGEDY. 4 
If SG love 15 beauty can * ; 
WT If all that's perfect can be thus forgot; 

1 1 is ic Gods, ſuch excellence i is made ? 


— 


Serin. 


1 Why Ps a paſſion then chou know'ff was vain * 
4 Reaſon ſhould ſhudder at a « thought ſo wild. 


Fo] Fr W E RT E R. - 4 


2s Bean i is bantſhvd from a lover's mind, 

i For love admits of no aſſociate there; 

ad icy apathy congeal'd my ſoul. 

It muſt have melted at my . ele 
y friend, ſuch looks I as pitying angels give. Fad 
odying faints alone, 


r 8 E BAST IAN. 


1 Yet, had reaſon reign'd 8 
loud place a diſmal proſpect to thy view, 
I ould tell thee to avoid the gathering ſtorm 
That muſt be fatal, if not quickly ſhun d. 


TOA WexrtEkr . be 
Oh,-I am grown ſo careleſs of myſelf, | 


Nor ſtorms, nor dangers can appal me now ; 
Place me alone *midft hot Arabia's fands ; | 
Leave me unclad ' midſt freezing Zembla ſnow ; 
Find me where mortal never trod before; 

And only tell me chat my Charlotte loves, 

And hopeleſs Werter ſhall be happier far, ; 
Than monarchs Eitering on triumphant ONS, 99 5 


„ 


Has love then banith'd honour from thy en. 
Or art thou ſenſeleſs of the wrongs 

The generous Albert! That, that R169. gg 
Should Check thy boaſted tranſports 


4 o 
. : „ %s 
- * 
CY * ' * 
n —- — \ i 1 K * 
Py K 4 - 
* %. ** * * & 
* ” A * — 4 I 
. * Fa 


2 Thowt touch'd the cord that Tounds to all my woes 
To apy alone I owe my preſent pangs. ? 


Ah, he begins t to ſoſten into reaſon, 


. 


12 mR N TER 


„ 


Wer TEA. F 
a 


82 BAS TIA N. 


% b 
1 * 


WIA Tr IA. 


O, had my rival borne a worthleſs name, 


3 Or us d deception to obtain his ſuit, : 


Or play'd the villain in a fingle aQ, 

Id not have yielded, or ſuffer d chus; ; 
But Albert is the gentleſt, beſt of men: 
Yes, he has ſhewn ſuch nobleneſs of mind, 


Such truth, ſuch honour, and ſuch generous love, 


That by my ſoul ! I'd-rather be deſpisd 


By her] idolize, than injure him, 


SEBASTIAN. 


Myſterious heaven ! why is a ſoul ſo good 
"IP Tortur d with pangs the bad alone Would feel ? 


Wear A. by 


He is _ honour'd and eſteeurd by all, ; 
That though my rival, he muſt be my friend, 
Yes; I will eawlate his noble virtues, 
Convince him Werter merits his eſteem, 

And ſhew-Sebaſtian that my honour's lafe. 


SEBASTIAN, 


Werter's himſelf again! and reaſon now 
With double force returns—Wilt thou forgive 


| The raſh DT that my harſhneſs we ? 


WW. K T ER. 


ph: as ſue forgiveneſs i is for me, my friend. 


My Joys, When] % did revel i in this breaſt, 


_ A R A G E Dy. bad, © 
Pane more dear when ſhard by my Sebaſtian ; 

But when his friendſhip would partake my grief, 

I owe him much indeed—and much L fear — 5 

1 never on requite bim. 


Sens TAN. 


| . how bleſt, . 
ow well rewarded would Sebaſtian be, E 
ould he but think he came not here 1 In vain > hop 


* 


e $4 


1 df that POET SAL: muſt leave thee now, .. 
o pay the ſummons of inviting love: „ 
, I-am wandering to a paradiſe, : 
There fruits ambroſial bloom ! which - heav' has 
- +, doom'd | 
atal to Werter as the tree of old! 


SCENE, Charlotte's Apartments. 
© Enter CHARLOTTE LAURA. 
{ CHARLOTTE, reading a letter.) | 


Arx nr returns to night—helittle thinks 
What ravages a few ſhort hours have made 

Ta this diſtracted breaſt: Laura, he come; 

To take poſſeſſion of my promisd hand, 

And claim that love his virtue well rent 

How will his hopes be daſh'd then, when he finds 
That all the labours of three tedious year 

One night, one fatal rer has quite eras ec. 
EAA 


Baniſh theſe thoughts—they fore to enhanced f 
The fad rewenthrancs, of an hopeleſs love, N 


. Luskkorrk 


ar WERTE . 
9 . CuantonrtE [Dae Ne i 
Talk not of love, it has deſtroyd my ace: r 
D, had not Werter's lovely form appear d, 

I ftill had li vd unconſcious of theſe pangs ! 

And Albert's friendſhip Werter's love fupply'd ; - 

But he has ſhewn the God in all his charms, 


With each allurement to ſeduce the ſoul, 
And then has left ade to deplore __ die 1 


* 


Lavna. 


Think not of werter Twas 67 ſolemn vow | 
To wed with Albert. ; 


Cnantoree. 52 


And II maintain that vow; 
Thinbſt thou that honour will deſcend to TY 
At love's fantaſtick throne ? No, Laura! no; 
Albert deſervedly has gain d my heart; 
Some ſighs may heave, ſome tears in pity fall, 
When memory muſes on another's fate; x 
But truth and conſtancy ſhall never ceaſe 

. To pay = Sos Gs e i * 

/ | 


5 "Enter WERT ER. 


3 W E RTE R. 
My better angel {—O, at ſight of thee, 
The gloomy winter'in my boſom thaws, 
And ſunſhine ſmiles again. 
Cunantoryt 2 


| O, Werter! 
W E RTE Us. 
| What means my Charlotte? | 1 


Cnantorte 


Alas! my Werter, 
There in that ver bag thy hopeleſs fate, 


Wrarz A, 


0 % 


WIZATE A. 


(having read the letter.) 
Albert! return 1 Then am I curſt indeed, 


| "CnartortTE. | 

WW ou'd I could ſooth the anguiſh of thy ſoul g 
hut well thou know'lt honour denies thee that 
Which beſt might give rehef—yet, if the balm 
of healing pity will aſſüage thy pain, 

al chou art ſomewhat bleſt l. for even now— 
heart is bleeding for the wounds of thine. 


WTE. 


enerous Charlotte —but oh ! what needed this 7 
= ſympathy could heal my raukFd wounds. 
knew that thou would'ſt pour the balſam on 3- 
FT was madneſs only that has made me thus, 
Nad only chat can fave me!” 
p | 
CHARLOTTE. 
No, werter; 
Tis Charlotte only —— has made thee FOES 
Phe is the origin of all thy woes! 


WE «TEK 


Periſh the thought I am myſelf the ts. 
Thou art the lovely ſoother of my cares ; 


o compenſate my every other ill ;— 
\nd yet there is another that ſhould claim 
* Y warmeſt gratitude. 


CmnAaRrLomT TE. 3 
| © ſhan me! fly me! | 1 
am a ſyren fatal to behold, _ RNAS i 
And ruin thoſe I ever ſhould protect; F 
heaven has made me ouly to r * 


A T RA GEDY., as * 


My guardian angel! ſent by pitying heay' n IE + 


Bu. wan 


. 1 x - „ 
FFF eee oo SES 


2 
i 
4 

} 
: 


7 EG 3 E R T E R. 


— 


Wir. 2 


TELE Tel me achifion lurks beneath thy ſmiles; 


Az, whence thoſe cruel fears} 4 


Telk me deſtruction works within thine eye; 
Lell me contagion hangs upon thy tongue; 
And I will ſtill love on, and ſtill be happy: . 
But when thou telbſt me to avoid that form, 
Death has no terrors} hell no pangs | like mine: 


4 
. 


| CnanLotrts. 


5 Thou beſt of men, 
N Gan they fall—apguiſh muſt have its vent, 
Or the ry Wood. would guſh. 


W E RTE Kc 
111 have liv'd. | 

To give one moment's miſery to thee, * 

That moment I have liv'd too much By heaven! 

Tbe frantic thought of adding woe to her, 

Prives each ungenerous nk ſorrow hence, 

And ſhews me what a ſhallow foul I have: 


Ob, ceafe to weep, iu a far worthier cauſe; 3 
Thy Os might be ſhed. 


Cnaxrorre. 


Never, Werter. , 

When virtue, ſuch as thine, is tortur'd TER . 

When love, the pureſt, is ſo ill beſtow'd, 

And nobleſt talents are in love ſo loſt, 

The ſympathizing heart may ſurely welt ; 

And melting thus, may pour its wiſhes forth : 

Fly then far hence—ſeek ſome more generous fair x 

One who is worthy of a heart like thine! 

And ſliou d ſhe aſk the ſtory of thy life, 

Tell her, that Charlotte did abuſe thy love: 

Tell her, the ouly recompence ſhe ſhew'd _ 

For all thy ſufferings wag—to leave thee thus 

My heart no Nu N can 818800 its pangs! | 
| [Fxit, 

WerrtER, 


4 


4 RAG b v, 
8 Wirz ſolus. 


f | ö 


| If ye have mercy Gods, O ſhew it now! | 1 
For never wretch did want your mercy more. 8 
But hold How ſhall my troubled mind reſolve” = = 
If I remain ?—tis but to marr her peace— g- 20 


FF 1 8 _— 
If I depart, the pain wall my o¹ » 1 

"Where i is that virtue then ?. that boaſted honour;..” * x1 
That ever was my pride? O, ſhame, tis fled, _ 
And Werter's but the ſhadow of himſelf! 

Yet will I ſhew ſome firmneſs ſtill remains, | 

And ſhake theſe demons from the dens they haunt? 

Yes, I will leave her—e'en now Ii ſeek my friend, 
Take one ſhort farewell and depart to-night 
So may I live to bleſs that happy hour, 
When honour. nn over love! . 


Lenz 


- 
\ 


oy 


w. E N 


7 


„ 


A 4 ar. u. 


oben ALBERT! s bee. 


e ee ACKER TT: 7t 


« Exovos'; is known 3 and I with pity ſee 
A youth che nobleſt, ſtruggſing to ſubdue 
A generous paſſion ; whilſt I in peace poſſeſs 
The valued treaſure he ſo much admires— 
As the diſturber of another's peace, 
nn me to attempt relief. 


"Enter "CHARLOTTE. 


* 


— 


Tt TOS Ab EAr. | 
At length the wiſh'd for moment 1s arrivdF 


At W Sp thee in a fond embrace ! 


"CunanLonrTE | 
Oh, tis an age ſince laſt we met! 


ALBERT. 


The panes of abſence have indeed been great: 
Yes, moſt ſevere—But L'Il no more complain; 
Propitious heaven has granted all! aſk's; 

Has yielded thee, the ſummit of my 1 8 
And we * part no more. 


C ALor rz. 
ö May heaven ſo grant! 


| ALBERT. 
Why thoſe doubeful words ?—and why that oaks 
x look? 
Oh! had 1 thought of meeting thee in-grief ' 
The pangs of abſence never had been borne— 2 
8 "I was 


A TRA © BDY. Loy Fy # 


Tuns the fond proſpect of ous fare kf, 1 el | 
That only cheer d my pain!!! | 


14. 
a * 


CASAS SALE: of 

e my Lord. g 2 enn 2 ec 

When the great ſecret; in my; brett ie 6:18] 

You will not wonder at my preſent grief — Len 

Perhaps you'll think I merit all, L feel; 1 ned. T 

And La dere He reproach! oF 144519} n Sou ft 

4 len Rent 

T Bs LS J 
ee, . 


I know that ſecret L approve its cauſe: 
It adds new honour to the beſt of heart: :/; 18 
And makes, me worfhip, where before lov'd WS 
Oh, if that only interrupts thy peace, Wes?” 
Thank heaven | for Albert can; Ape thy Nett 


"CuzxLoTrTE: 5 


Heavens is it poſſible : Ves, tis Albert 15 


The. : lame, unalter'd Albert I eſteem i: Ry 
A | Ale. 


| And, couldſt thou think that Albert was ſo baſe, "py 
As nat to mpathize i in Charlotte's woes ? 1 (7 
I ſcorn ſuſgt icion, and its Jealous tram go | 
"Tis only nouriſh'd where pollution lives: 
For ever, in the pure unſpotted breaſt, _. | 
The poiſoning canker ſtaryes—But Oh, my Charlotte 88 
- Long have I known thy honour, love, and truth; 
Have ſeen theſe jewels ſtand ſuch trying: teſts. 
That when doubt tem may 1 ceaſe to le „ 


2 
x 


- 


CHARLOTTE. 


Who could be falſe, when truth is thus efteem'd 1 
Albert, there need'd not my truth alone, = 
To make thy peace ſecure—for had Twithd | ; 


o prove unfaithful—I had wiſh d 1 in Yall, ; 
en werter 


— 


7 - * 


, 


5 i bs N 
\ Bw. Wein n 1 K R. [+ 
: L- . X 


werter 3 me for a thought fo mean „ 1 
Ferch k. his honour only ſtoops to Wine. 


A E RT. 


| Then as kis honour has preſerv'd ay peace, 
Mine ſhall — — — A 
Ves; Lwi all excellng'y 

- That Albert never ws outdewiby dit.  - 
Pl . his Haro. 7" his SO ſhare ; 
And, if my Charlotte ſhall approve the thought 
TART Tart at amt p, done NN 


| Cuanront r 
Our bliſe will yield bue tle eafe AY SONY 


Abſence and time, can only cure his wounds 


But ſee be come - permit me toretire— 
My preſence will but add to his diſtreſs— / 


All Alberts LOTT RO: 


Diuter WERTER ad AS TTA 
| 1 W x: T E * | 
Hat 1 Albers here—dakim loud bereue 


AL ER. 


Is this the Werter I have heard ſo prais'd ? | 

Is this the youth I witſh'd ſo much to view 2 

Yes, yes it is—ſor heaven has kindly ſtamp > - 

The picture of the mind upon the face n . 
Come to * arms, thou honeſt, noble youth. . 


WRATE R. 


| Mly heart oerflows—1 know how to thank | 
Ni e * 1 * 


40 


* 0 
: 
* 
| 
F 
4 
3 
, 
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£ 
i 


Aren: 


WOES by TRA E v. „ 
VVCCW“k 
if Ob, Ie heard thy work? 

Thy various virtues have been told me all, 575 
And lovely Charlotte has enhanc d the ale. 
Yes, ſhe has praiſed thee with ſuch ardent warmth, 


That my heart panted to embrace the man, 
; Bo. much efteem'd, 2 7 her k one 


Wiꝛae ni 1. K. e e 93 


Has Charlotte told thee ? has the lovely Charlotte 1 
Told Albert this? O, for this generous act, 
May bleſſings, numerous as her virtues, fall 

To make her life a heaven But ah! 5 ber projſe ; 
Is little due to Werter. | 


NUTT * 
Ar 2 72 e 
* 


* Not due to thee! * | 4 

„Then when ſhall merit meet its juſt applauſe 2 2 5 

If to have low d, where tis a charm to love; 1 
If to have firugg!'d, to ſubdue that love. | 4. 

(When honour only urgd thee to the thought) 

And not ſubduing, to have nobly ſledʒ 
: Leaving behind the Eden of thy fout. . * F 

0 If this is worth! if this deſerves applauſe f PETE. DR 


84 


— - 


Who then thall claim, or merit more thay Aa 54 


WAT E R. een n 


By heaven, till now, my heart ne er dreamt of praiſe3 3 
For only in itfelf it ſought applauſe 
But at this moment, it expands with pride, 


Since it is applauded by the man it loves ! 
; Oh ! it would rather hear his honeſt praiſe, ' wo wh 
„Thau all che tributes of a flattering world ? "4 
| A L W E A T. | 
| Hiw could Teurſe my own inferior ſoul ! 5 


That checks me from repaying ſuch perfection 73 
Werter, * only thought occurs, | 


. . bo - 
| | | 


(ee OT - 7 er ; 
a2 WERT ER 


| One only ed: to my wiſhes dawns,. 
To ſooth thy anguiſh, Yanith EG a fears, 1 
And make me e blen indeed! | \, 


| WI Arz 
Oh, name it then. 


A Lk ENT. 
Delay thy journey, and remain with us. 


e rr E *. J 
3 Menens . 55 , 
This ſtings me to the heart—this wounds me more 
Than all the agonies of keen reproach: ? 
Yet, it ſhall only ſtrengthen my deſign, 
For wall - hep I am not quite dee. 


ALBERT; 


Ler not 155 hapleis paſſion drive thee hence: 1 
It is a love fo pure, ſo void of g | 4s 
That other paſſions m ight ſupply 1 1 loſs 
From Charlotte's friendihip you may ſurely gain 
The very pleaſures thou haſt hop'd from loyez _ ; 
For Rien $ hut another name for love, 48 
When love' 1 o pure as thine Come, come, © | 
Myſelf will mingle in the ſocial ſcene ; 
One common intereſt ſhall-embrace us all, 

And os 75 rae we may ſmile at Me. 0 


WATER. 


O, Wert works of the praiſe thou ſt won ! 7 
Thus in the moments of the higheſt bliſs  _ 

To think of me; a wretch ſo wholly loft . - 1 
She w ſuch compaſſion—pity my weakneſs; —(4weeps.}* 
Lcan't ſuppor: the anguiſh of my ſoul. 


| n bens liefe. 


e ene 


\ 


A T RAGE DV : 41 
N - Senas TIA (ming þ 25 d) 


"Thou generous man!- a moment turn to me; 

Look on his ſorrows, and with pity think 
How much his friends'endure, how much they wiſh. 
To take a long loſt favourite to their arms: 1 
Soften his ſorrows, and reſtore his peace. 

Ob think on this, and ſoon thy gentle ſoul 

Will ceaſe to pour its liberal withes forth; 

Will eeaſe to lure him from our only hope. 


ALRNE ANT. 


— 


| Think not I mean to lure him from his friends: 
Twas the fond with of ſooching his afflictions 


That only made me ſpeak but fince I ſee 


The happy proſpect of returning peace, 
That wiſh is well fulfilbd I thank thee much, 
And will no longer urge him from his purpoſe. 


SEBASTIAN, 


How will the friends of Werter worſhip thee ? _ 
How. will they pour their bleſſings on the man? 
Who ſpurning jealouſy made him bis friend 


Whom love had made his foe. 


ALBERT: 


Name it no more: 


I'm amply paid in acting as I ought; 
And ſhall retire well pleas d. 


"Tis moſt ungeneraus to leave him thus: 


Thus ſunk in ſorrow, when perhaps 


3 
OE 
arewell, —and yet; 
a ſmile 


From ſoothing Charlotte might revive his hopes: 


Ah, look !—it will—his glances fay it will! 
| | Wears 
Why, can't I ſpeak, and tell him what f feel? 4 | | 


Afra r, (% Sthaflian) _ 
Wilt thou conſent ? „ 0 
deed 89 SEBASTIANG 
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8 1 AE r 7 


Il will deceive her with the flattering hope 


WER T 


Fry S 246 14% 
Ala! I dread. the ſcene. 


— 


— 


0 do not 3 ſhall not know his purpoſe wy 


Of his remaining here, and thus prevent 
The conflict tas alarms thee. 


| SzBASTIAN- 
Well, I ſubmit. 16 FH, 


— 


| 411 1 


Ofc have 1 felt her ſoothing power. TWP” 
And therefore know how much ſhe can relieve: ?: 
Come then my friend, . (taking Werter by _ rn to- 
gether let us haſte | 
To that bright heaven that we both adore. 


S A8 114 (to Werter.) | 


I ſhall expect thee at the Toy . 805 
An hour e er mid- night. 


Werz. 
I will attend thee there; 
»in then, farewell. O what a wretch am I, 
That have not power to make one poor return 
For all this wond'rous goodneſs ? Vet, Albert, 


Think me not always thus the time may come 
When wan Werter mall deſerve thy praiſe. 


n 


75575 . 128 Fd 174 |  [Exeunt: 


82 BASTIAN (alu 
8 with what wonder have! view d this e 
A rival pleading in a rival's cauſe, 


And both contending who ſhall moſt excell : 
Werter, 1 know 1 is fix d in his deſign; 1 1 


pf 
2 5 % How 
i = »y * 9 «= _ 4 

TT . *4 1 4 wy) my =o bt * * 


' 


- 


A. TRAGEDY. 
How well rewarded is Sebaſtian then? 


Soon ſhall he ſee the gathering ſtorm diſperſe, 
And nn beam upon his ſriends again. 5 


F ; [ExiG 
$ CENE—Abors ou Moon light 
5 Enter WERTE R. 


How oft this gloomy ſolitude has pleag'd ; 

How oft-yon valley been the ſcene of bliſs : 

Ah me !—it calls paſt pleaſures to my mind ; 

Pleaſures !_ I fear that never will return. 

Such is the fate of man—I murmur not. 

Of theſe bright flowers that gild the ſcene of eg 
How many fade unnoticed and unknown ? 

How few by fruit ſucceeded ? and that fruit, 

How rarely does it ripen ? yet, alas! 

The little which is ripen'd. and remains, 


We ſtill allow to periſh and decay. [urn up the — 
Enter ALBERT and CHARLOTTE.. / 


3 L zeRT (ie Charktte afide as they enter . ' | 
Yes, I much hope our wiſhes will prevail: 


He ſeem'd reluctant, but ſome derelel. word N 
RY d couſent. 2 


: CuanLOTTE. 2 
I do not doubt it, Albert; 
And as we with to diſſipate his woes, 1 
Say not to-morrow is our bridal day— _ F ww | 
I know *rwill wound him much. 1 
Ar PERT, 

| | Odo not fear; _— 
-1 would not wound him for the warld's wide wealth: = 


[Here they turn is Werter ] | 


„„ rA TEA 


Come, Werter, let us contemplate * dert FL vel 
Beauties that ſurround us, 

How ſweet the ſolitude of this retreat; 

*Tis ſolemn ſilence all—and yon pale moon, 

That dully glimmers on the paſſing ſtream, 

Compleats the awful ſeene. 


— 


. 


Pes, tis moſt awful, 
And ever when I walk by Dian's light, 
A muſing melancholy wraps my ſoul, . 
And memory ponders on departed friends: 8 
On friends? I never ſhall again behold! + 
O, Werter, ſhall we converſe after death ? 
Shall we in unknown elimes again exiſt, 
And once again be known? _ ga 


© WEeRTeER (in W 


1 e Charlotte! 
Here and HEREAFTER we hall meet e 


CnaALO Tr. 


And do the buried know the living's chonghts? | 
Are they partakers of our various ſcenes ? 
„Oh, if my long-loſt parent could be told, 

That I my proffer'd promiſe had fulkld— 
Jo be proteQreſs of her children's youth: 
Could ſhe;be witneſs of the ſocial love, 
The mutual harmony that now ſubſiſts, 

How would ſhe worſhip. that great power above, 

"Whom in her dying prayers me ſo W 
For our protection 


— 


8 Arr. 


— 


Tpheſe thoughts, my Charlotte, 
May pleaſe remtmbrance, yet | 


* CHARLOTTES. 


&# TRAGEDY. 
8 Snnver r. | 


Ob, Albert! * 
Fou well renden her exalted bool, 
And oft have wonder'd at its various charms ! 
Oft call'd her generous, chearful, mild, and fair: 
And heaven can witneſs ſhe deſer vd thy praiſe.—- 
Ah me |—how often have I vainly pray'd: F 
To be the image of ſuch great perfection. 


Went: x (throwing himſelf at ler feet.) 


Thou art that image, tis by heaven proclaim'd ? 
The gods own bleſlings, all thy mother's charmy, * 
With double f. plendour grace an angel now | 


CnanLorTE (laying hold of / his land, 


Vou mould have known her, Werter: 
Ves, ſhe was worthy to be known to thee! 
A heart ſo good, deſerv d a friend ſo great :— 
Yet, in the mid'ſ of happineſs and life, 
She was to periſh, the was to be loſt. 
Alas !-how hard to part with thoſe we love? 
Werter—'is ſharper than the ſtings of death. 


* 


Wg RTE R. 


Charlotte, tis more than nature can ſuppor; ! 

'Tis agony extreme I tis horrible to think on !—-- 
Gracious powers above! = 

E. am 1 tortur d with theſe queſtions now? 


- | 1 * 


Be patient, Werter ; let not reaſon yield - 8 
TP theſe rumultuous tranſports of the ſoul 


W K TE R. 


Fools may be patient my controuling woes 
Shall neer be ſilent; they muſt roar aloud, +» 

Elſe my expanding heart would burſt—Albert, , 

Thou haſt not drank of forrow's bitter cup, 

Thou haſt not borne My miſeries of 1 835 : 

2 


. 


Nor felt one agony that Werter feels! 8 
Oh! if thou had't—thou wou'dſt invoke the gods, : 
Thy ceaſeleſs groans would be as loud as mine, 

Thy CAMs ag. madneſs 3 as mine [. 


kinks 
| weren farewell—ti tis rime we ſhould be gone. 


WrenTsR. 


And can't thou leave me on the brink of fate? 
Can Charlotte leave me like a wretch caſt off Þ 
Stay but a moment—ob, one parting look | 

Am I ſo loſt ſhe will not grant me that? 

I am eontent—now leave me to my fate; 

Farewell to both and may you never bear 
What I have borne ? — but we ſhall meet again— 
*Fis not for ever that we now divide. 


CAALOT TN 
No, for to-morrow we will meet agalY 


Wirk x. . 
To-morrow, Charlotte oh! oh! ob} | \ 


a | ALBERT» 


Fe . werter, ſarewell! 
me pitying angel guide thy 9 
-- Ang ſooth thy foul to peace. 


[Exetint Albert and Cloe 


WrxTER I. : 
She's fled !—the image of my ſoul is fled? - 
My other ſelf, my only refuge's gone! 

Then what remains for Werter but—deſpair, 
Now grief! now ſorrow ! I am all thine own. 
Ye ſhades of night! expand your ſable wings, 
Cyper i in darkneſs a _ wretch! 


— 


5 px 


TRAGEDY. 39 


| Aide bim frnls nl the world, and from bimſelff 
Here let him fall forſaken and forgot, 
And Agh 1 in ſolitude we life away! 


iron himſelf on the grand; 


Enter SEBASTIAN and . 


% 


841% 


I fear the generous Albert has prevail, 

For I have waited at the gate in vain t— - 

This way I know they met Alas! how's this ? 
My friend upon the ground land ſenſeleſs root c 
9, Werter, ſpeak ! 


WERTER. 


| Away, III perith here. a 
Se. P A'S T IAN. 


Look up my friend!—thy loy'd Sebaſtiah calls — 
Perhaps he brings thee peace | * 


£4 
75 


Werren (farting up.) 


Who talks of peace ? 
. *Tis not to be found! The Cherub fits on high, 
And ſmiling mocks mankind—purſue it not, 
Fort will Tead thee to a dangerous ſea, 
And there will vaniſh ! Rather, thou like me, 
' Plunge deep in ſorrow ! millions of fathoms deep; 
And gorge upon deſpair !—till ſatisfy 
Thy hungry foul, and leave it nothing wanting! 


- — 


SEBASTIAN. 


Oh, heaven! the thought of leaving all his foul holds + 
. 

. Has, for a while, depriv'd him of his eilen 
We muſt delude him hence. 


Vientiane 


cy 


EE 
WrarER. 
5 TY look, and readi; 
Tis fate dire volume! and on the bloody page, 
Self murder's doom'd damnation t—and fee !* ound 


Avenging demons wait to laſh their prey. 


. Hark, how they yell !—and now- they pull they tear 
95 torture !- torture ! 


ry on Leathrop, a and is ſupported of 3 


fe cbel |  [Exent, 


/ 


END CY THE SECOND ACT» 


= 


F'TRAGEDY:. 


f if Jy wh 


A LBERT d:/covered: eue. his ** 


My 


Alas! my Lord, 

T left her muſing on the hapleſs * 
Thy kindneſs had conceal'd—But now ſhe heard 
That Werter fled laſt night. 


5 


III. 


8 C E 85 . 


ALBeaT. 


Enter: LAURA. 


ALBERT. 


gentle Laura, 
Where i is the truant bride? 


Laura” 


ALA r. 
Then could J ſhare her grief 1 


For ſtill 1 hop d y wiſhes would n 


= = 
9 V — 
„ N 
» _ 
* 
- 
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= 


_ Int 


Agrand W in ALBERT” s Houſes 


;, welcome all O this kind friendly. ſight F: 
Doubles the pleaſures of the bridal gay, 
And gives to Albert pureſt happineſs! 

But not alone to him all, all thall ſhare it— - 
For Charlotte like the ſun, her power exerts ;, 
She ſhines with equal luſtre upon all; | 

Warms each cold heart, and chears ack languid foul, 
This day has made her mine And ſor that gift 

It ſhall be chronicl'd moſt ſacred here! 
But wherefore comes the not? 


W E R. T. E W. 

5. | 6 <p 1 * 
Tur CHARLOTTE: 
7 ALA... 


1 * 


CAL ve 


Pardon, my Lord. 
This long neglect, but.— 


A- LBER 1 


Nay, name it not 


Theſe friends are come to mi in the eneral joey, 
And ſhare your Albert's Ra | p oy 2 


"Chnnaxor tn 
They are moſl-welcome. 


 ALvz xn f 


Now mi the meaſure of my joys be full, 

Was there not wanting to compleat my hopes - '* 
- Charlotte—our mutual hopes one honeſt friend ! . 
One, whoſe aſpiring virtues would have charm d 
Each heart to rapture—one,, whoſe noble ſpirie 
Merits of Albert. 2 


Cnanzorts. 


If. thy Charlotte's 
Or that her happineſs be worth a thought, 
Never, O never name him! Let the fatal ſound 
Sink in oblivion! ſo ſhall our mutual peace 


— 


Riſe to perfection. 
„ AL IEA 
ö I have no more to ſay— | 22 
J 1. muſic ſound ! - | . 
1/8 - Here follwws 11 | 
| "Es THALAMIUM ſet by Ms, RAUZ 2 INK. 
(appointed) 
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Fe ALBERT, 


PI 
* — 0 * 
— —— — —— a he 4 


N 
it 
. 
3 
L 
| 
4+ 
1 


A TRAGE 1 3+ 5 
Ar nr (e Charbete, obſerving her ſad.) em”. 


Muſic was won't to elevate your ſoul, 


And double every joy !—why has it loſt its charms 4 


CHARLOTTE. 


Oh, it recalls, paſt actions of my life! 

And brings to memory thofe unhappy thoughts 
That ever pierce my ſoul but, Albert, once 
I had no ſorrows once no bitter thoughts 
To wound reflection — then the lively ſounds 
Added new pleaſures, and my raviſh'd heart 
Bounded with joy !—but now — 


3 oy ALBERT. 

Nay, it is.not kind, 
Thus to be mourning on the bappy day 
That makes thee mine ſhall-in truth complaig,, 
If ſorrow thus engages all your thoughts, 
And none are left for Albert, or for ov 


5 


CHARLOTTE. 


Tas but a ſudden weakneſs of the ſou!, | 
Which now. is fled=—but 6h! thou generons man * 
think not I mean to ſorrow at the fate FL 
That made thee mine. No, by you powers above, 
I would be not elſe but what I am, at 
To be the miſtreſs of a monarch's love 


ALBERT. 


And I would rather of thy gifts partake 
Than ſhare the pleaſures of the faireſt fair, | 
That yet trod earth.- 4 i 
(4 ſervant enters and whiſpers Albert.) 
ALs E RT, i | 
4 We will attend my friends | 
Were ſummon'd to partake the feaſt—lead on— 
Let forrow's vapours now diſperſe away, 


And general pleaſure crown this feſtive hour. | 
IkKEreunt. Flourifh of nuſic. 


- l * 
- * 5 
* — — 


W R * N W 


. SCENE, Wen TER. Apartment: 5 


— WERT ER Pe LEUTHROP:: 


(We . R giving Leur hp leiters.) 


Theſe to my mother—from Sebaſtian theſe— 
Get them convey'd and meet me here again, 
And mark me that I prevail'd upon my friend 


Not to depart from Manheim till . 
Muſt be divulgd to none. 


1 LzurnAO T. 
1 ſnall obey, ſir, 


— — 


Werz a. 


How goes the night ? 


E UTHROP,. 
'Tis near the ſecond nA 


We RTE R. 


Then, time, I muff 0 Tonger trifle with tbee·— 

Something muſt be done - and that moſt quickly 

Yet, what is to be done? —0, *tis an awful 

Moment! and I muſt uſe. it like a man 
Away, and leave 1 me. 


* EUTHR 0 r. | 
Is diforderd ſp peech, | 
And the wild fury in his looks. foretell 
Some new mikfortuno—T will not leave him. 


1 3 e e, 


Wr rr (paufing.) © 2 


Oeath is the common medicine for woe 
The peaceful haven, which the ſhatter'd bark. 
Ia — ever * — Tis but to raiſe. 


* 
. 
&- 
i Nh 
Op . * 
9 0 
- Ld 
= a 5 
% i "OO, ' 


—_ * 


A” PND. 
The curtain, and another cee fucceeds 
Then why delay'd?—why yet theſe doubtful fears? | 


Oh *ris the mind that ſhudders at the thought 
Of dark uncertaintyl. 


6 — bats — 


Levurtnurxoy Canis Had) 


O, Sir, forgive the ardour of your ſlave, 3 1 
Who rudely thus intrudes but much I fear wo 1 
Some new affliction. wounds my maſter's peace, 0 

Which I * can leſſen or avert. . | 


15 Werk. | | 
Away! p yt; 3 


e | } 


: O do but try me, ſir! 1 ' 

I would walk bare-foot o'er the boundleſs wells. 1 
And every ftep that wrung my aged feet, . -14 
Should be a ſhoot of comfort to my ſoul, | 
n I but nnen my maſter's woes ? 


5 WERTER. i 


If thou would't ſhew obedience to my will, 
This inſtant leave me, nor increaſe my pain. | 
[Exit Leuthrly, | 

(paufing again). — 

Vet in this world can I cer hope for peace? 

Peace — when my Charlotte is another's wife. 

Een now perhaps the languiſhes away, 

And melts tranſported in her Albert's arn.—_  _- * 

Ha ! that dread thought works inward on my cult 

Like darting poiſon—and my mad'ning brain 

Is ſwelPd, with deſperation—0, tis an hour 

Of horrors ! and it calls for horrid deeds— 

One of the three muſt die—that heaven decrees — 

Shall it be Albert? ſhall theſe yet ſpotleſs hands 
Shed virtug's blood? and ſhall the honeſt fall, 
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vw re Tix 


o let the guilty take their happier ſeats ? 
O danin'd thought !—] Thudder at myſelf, + 

For bare imagination of the deed! ; 

Shall Charlotte then ?—ſhall that ſweet inged form 
he torn—be mangled—and in Werter's cauſe ? 
Oh, cruel! cruel fate I'll pauſe no more 

One thought alone poſſeſſes all my ſoul, 

And that ſhall be obey'd—Werter himſelf ſhall die ! 
This long has ſtruggVd in my wither'd brain, 
And now it burſts, and my whole ſoul's at peace! 

In ſuch a glorious cauſe who would not fall ? 

Now, Albert, live! and bleſs that perfect fair, 

For whowm I liv'd, for whom! ſoon ſhall die ' 
And, Charlotte, when the grave holds all thats left 
Of that unhappy agitated being, 

Who knew no pleaſure bub in fight of thee ! 
Oh! when you wander thro? your long-lov'd vale, 

Then think of Werter think how oft his ſigns 
Have filld the ſounding woods — how oft his tears 
Have dew'd the weeping graſs —and if you with 

To feed on ſorrows never taſted yet! 

Look! —towards the church-yard that contains hig 

'- "> "21 BEL; 

* And ſee ! with pity, how the evening 8 
Waves the high graſs that grows upon his grave! 
Alas !—theſe thoughts recal ſuch tender ſcenes 
* —_ unman me. | 


| Re-enter LEUTHROP, 


po U'THROP., 


In tears—Q heaven ! 


Teach ne ſome way to ſooth my maſter's woes — 
Nr gentle maſter.— 


Werres 


Whence this nes ? J 


Le ur nner. 


A. TRAGEDY. 3 a 
Leur nor. | 
I have obey'd your orders, Sir ! 


IF Wer x. 
Tis well — 


(pauſng,) 
To night ſhall cloſe the ſeene the midnight winch 
Shall be the hour ere that—ſhe may be ſeen, — 
Attend me to my chamber !—and now high heaven! 
Aid me with calmneſs till I mrs my fate! 


* [Exeunt, 


"END OP THE THIRD ACT; 


| LETS ACP CIV.” - 
i 5 ; 
"i 


SCENE Al. BER T's + Apartment, 


* 


"Enter CHARLOTTE and LAURA. 
The CHarLOTTE. . 


Ir dreams are ominous, ſome dreadful woe 

Is not far diſtant, Laura, from thy friend 

For even now oppreſt with heavieſt care, 

I ſought for comfort in a ſhort repoſe ; | 

And my wild brain was harraſſed with a dream 
So terrible ! that it will baniſh ſleep 175 
For ages from my ſoul. 


LAURA. 


O, heed it not ! 
It can portend no harm. 


} 


CHARLOTTE... 


ear then, and judge 
Methought! alone and in the dead of night, 

Whilſt light'ning fill'd each pauſe the thunder made, 

And the pale moon in the blackeſt clouds was loſt, 

I wildly wander'd to that dreary vale— | 
That vale! where Werter firſt confeſs'd his love, 

And oft in ſecret figh'd - But to my tale ; 

The lightning”; fire, and moon's few ſcatter'd rays, - 
Juſt ſhew'd the awful horror of the ſcene ; | 


Loud roaring waves ruſl'd o'er the fertile fields, { 
And the whole valley ſeem'd a toffing ſea. 
Sad echo doubl'd every hollow ſound, So 
And nature with complete diſorder groan'd ! 7 


N * 


Laura: 


— 


— 


* 


QA TRAGEDY. > 38 


Laien 


How could your fancy form ſo wild a ſcene? 
Indeed *twas terrible! | 


nner 


But mark the end ; 
The fork'd lightning flaſhed. a ſudden glare: 


Aud far, far off, a towering cliff appear'd ! 


Urg'd, at the moment, of a ſecret wiſh 0 


Jo gain its ſummit in the flood I plung d! 
And driven by the torrent, reach d its foot. 


Loud hollow d the wind, the tempeſt ſtill increas d 
Trembling—ſad omen ! I began to climb 

And midway ſaw—oh; horrible to tell! 

An human being, ou the higheſt verge, 

With arms outſtretch'd, propending v'er the deep 
I ſcream'd aloud—ſtrudk with the ſudden nottc ; 
He ftarred—madening I flew to his relief, 

And ſaw with eyes, as frantic as his own— 

The loſt, deſerted Werter—O Laura! 

{ wak'd in terrors, and-centuries of time 


Can never wear the image from my mind _ 


Bur ALBERT.” 


SI pat ALBERT. . 

An ſtill will Charlotte fly her Alberts arms? 
Still will ſhe leave him to lament alone? 
Oh ! if my foul could find a fecret charm, 
That gently could attract thy heart to mine, 
Or gain me but a ſhare of that dear treaſure } : 
High heaven itſelf would be a poor conceit . 
Os Albert's happineſs ! | 

CRARLOT Tr. 
"Nay, talk not thus 
It ſtings me to the ſoul, to hear thee chide. 
Love's deepeſt wounds, affliction's ſharpeſt pangs, 
Would bz indulgence to reprobf from thee ! - 
| „„ “; 7 Abad 


\ 


4 W E R T E K. 


A LEBE AT. 


Thou little know'ft a 
How thou art rooted here !—in early youth, 
'Thy lovely form firſt planted in my ſoul ; 
There long it liv'd, and charm'd my wandering ſenſes 3 ; 


But nurgd by time it grew into eſteem — 


And friendſhip budding blofſom'd ſoon to love: 
The fruit, alas! has not fulfilYd my hopes; 
But, oh! the plant is firmly rooted here, 

And here ſhall flouriſh till the ſtock decays ! ! 
How can ſt thou wonder then that thy ſad eye 
Attracts unwilling frowns from mine! 


 CulinrLorTrTE. 
© Oh, Albert ! 


Eer this thou ſhould'lt Have known, 'tis Charlotte s fate, 
To.torture moſt, where moſt ſhe means to pleaſe; 


ALBERT. 
Be what thou wilt. 
Be pleasd, be ſilent, be content or ſad, 
J will ſtill love thee, and be bleſt to ſhare 
Thy pleaſures or afflictions—but come, my life! 
I came to tell thee that ſome ſudden news 
Compels me hence until to-morrow noon— 
_ "Tis hard to part ſo long! | 


CHARLOTTE. 


Alas! my Lord, 
What news ſo ſuddenly can force thee hence E. 
J hope no ill at Francfort! 
p r 
ALBERT. 

None, my fair; 
I am compelPd to haſten to the court 
No common mandate forces me away : 
But I have dote—in this one fond embrace, 
Let wy farewell be known !—c'er noon to-morrow 


I ſhall again my. only joy behold !. 


ae 
CHARLOTTE. 


. 


And penetrates wy foul—ha !—Werter ! | 


TARA 48 
4 CHnanrLOtTE folus.. | 8 


Farewell! and may the unrelenting heaven, 
That ſhow'r down curſes on this wretched bead, 4 
Laviſh their bleſlings. on the generous Albert. 
Ob! bow my foul ftill ſtruggles to forget 
What moft it meditates, what moſt it loves! 
But ah! how vain! ſtill *midft the dying embers 
Of ſmotherd paſſion, ſome decaying ſpark 

Kindles the latent fire; and by the conflict fann'd, 


Soon it expands Ger all the healed {oul; 


And blazes hetce again O, Werter, Werter! 

Yes, I may blame thee, but never can forget thee z 

A ſacred ſymparhy attach'd me firſt. . 
Time fince has ſtamp'd thize image on my heart, „ 


And the impreſſion i is engrav'd for ever! 


Should we &er-meet again ;—deluding thought! 1:74:08 
It thrilts Iike light'ning through my trembling frame, . 


Enter WERTER. 5 983 = 

| | Werz R 
That very wretch! | 1 | | 
CnanLorrs? (turning away.) | | 


Zome kind protectiug angel guard me now ! | 
O watch me at this awful moment 


| 
WI ATA. | 
. 


Heavens! 
bi it poſſible ?—can ſhe abandon we d | 
kd would ſmile if Werter was but plead f ** 
She—who would weep if Werter did but "gh 1 2 


Case r | | 

We muſt not be alone | 1 
7 f 
| 


The ſcene is alter d fince we parted laſt— - # 
9 5 Lauras <8 


nn b 29 


Laura, I ſay yet hold -a moment hold 
Am] fo Toft that I diſtruſt myſelf ?- 

80 mean, ſo cowardly! muſt I be wateb'd , 
Left I prove falſe?—Hence, idle viſions, hence! 
Jam alone protectreſs of myſelf, 

And dare defy all love's ſeducing arts, 
To ſhake one atom of my virtue! 


Were x. 
Oh! 
It was not always thus the time has been 
When Charlotte would have ffewn to ſooth her Werter: 
But now tis well !—he'll trouble her no more 
He came oppreſs'd with ſorrow and defpair— 
Yes, almoſt broken with a weight of woes, 

To ſeek for ſuccour in his only hope: 
Like one that's ſhipwreck'd in a dreadful ftorm, 
Scruggling he ſouzht the laſt remaining plank 
Io fave his fi: king ſoul! but that avoids him 


Even there his hopes are loſt then let the ſtorm 
Come on] it cannot in ure now | 


[Throws himſelf on the couch. 


CHarLorTE (Holing ſometimes al him and flying to him.) 


O, Werter-! | 
Why will you plunge in miſery again ? 
Why will you leave the ſhelter of your friends 
For this raed (cene ? 


WEeRTER:; 


Charlotte, I came 
To you alone ! one gentle hour of love, 
S1atched at a time ſo circumſtanc'd as this, 
Is better than an age of other life ! 


CnaRLOTTE. 


carter, no more—this is no time ſor love 
O let che torturer for ever ſleep 
In filent peace! for ſhould he wake again, 


X N NA OE DN A 


Tis but to lead us to the brink of horror! 
Once more I charge thee to ſubdue. a paſſion 

So vainly, madly form d! a paſſion joined 

To ſure deſtruction !—why is it ouly me? 

Me, that's another's ? —alas! I nuch, much fear 
The conſcious thought can be never thine. 
Oifly encreaſes the enraged defire !” 


Wr RTS R. 


Did Albert furniſh thee with this reflection? 


"Tis a profound one. 


CHARLOTTE. 


| Nay, think me not ſevere! © 
By heaven, een now my ſtruggling heart recoils 
While thus it ehides! and could the treuibler ſpeak, 
Twould tell thee that it pants to ſooth and ſhare 
Each pang that tortures thine but as the cauſe 
Of all thy ſorrows . it ſhould ſeem not harſh _ 
That pity prompts me to invent a cure! 


Wen 12 K. 
And knowiſt tieu of a cure ? 


CHARLOTTE. 

Return to Manheim ö | 
Time may do much—abſence, perhaps much more 3 
Another object too may change the ſcene 
One who deſerves thy love, who'll hear thy rale, 

And by dividing, diſſipate thy woes: 

And when paſt ſorrows ſhall be quite forgot, 
Bring her to Walheim, and with us enjoy 
The pureſt pleaſures perfect friendihip yields; 


Werk. | 
1] will be well Cer long—all will be well! 


CHARLOTTE. 


Do not oppoſe my wiſh—for well you know 
Albert has been moſt kind—his generous Jove - 


44 | W. E 2 ＋2 E ; ps 


Merits' return—end 1 could rather ke 
Than willingly torment him with a care! 
Therefore, alas! I tremble as I ſpeak! 


We meet with prudence, or we meet no more! = ö 
| DE [Here they- both riſe. 
Wernrz a 


'Tis well — tis very well! : 


Ca AREOTT 2. 
Honour incites 
The fix d reſolve ee ! ANY. me now 
1 ſcarce have power to ſpeak—ha! thou art tale! 


— » 


WEKTE RK... 
Or meet no more 


Chanterre: 
Why knaweſt thou ſo thy up? 


WAT SA. 
o 


Case 


What wild myſterĩous words! 


Some ſmother'd ſtru l. 
== paſhoi trugele in hy 


WeRTER 
I dare not. 


Lors LESS I 
O ſpeak, in mercy ſpeak. 
" 2 death to lee thee thus! SLE 


Warns, | r 
Death f 


user? 


K TREGEDY,. £4 
CTL TE. 
Ay, Werter, death ! 


WERTER. 


Death—ha ! did thou ſay death — W 8 
ſtalks! | 

See how he ſhakes Ins bloody ſpear at me ! 

Hence, thou pale warrior, hence! . 

Thou can'ſt not hurt! 

4 ker n by the hand 
You ſhall not, cannot part us! _ . 
Alas! where am I ?—Ah, my brain is turned! 1 

Pity me, Charlotte, pity me! I am 
The verieſt wretch alive! r 


CHARLOTTE. 


Alas! my Werter. 


WET x. 


Ob! forgive 1 me; ; the raging tumult's o'er- 3 
And I'm again myſelf — twas but a fancy 3 | 
Of my too-troubPd mind—Think on't no-more | 
Some better ſubject may employ our Ee 

Oft have we chac'd the heavy hour away, 

In reading N we not read again . 


CnanLoTTE | 
Here 1s your own tranſlation of his ſongs. | 
[ Here they ſeat I 


1 WERTE R. | 9 | 
QC! Charlotte, what ravages hard time has made 0 | 
Since laſt I read them—Of that no more | 


Alas! the leaf's turn'd down | 
Where hopeleſs Armin mourns his murder'd child! : 4 


Werk reads. 


6. Alone on the ſea-beat rock my daughter was f 
No * heard to complain—frequent and loud were ler- | 
f ow Veties | 


Heavens! Suicide am I to be fo curſt? 


46 rnrE 


« cries, nor could her Father relieve her. All night 
J ſtood on the ſhore I ſaw her by the faint beam 
of the Moon; and before morning appear d her voice 
Was Weak—It died away, like the evening breeze 
« amongſt the graſs of the rock —ſpent with grief 
© ſhe expir d and left thee, Armin—alone l- | 


Mere Werter throws down the book, ſeizes Cher lues 

hand and weeps over it—/he* dacne ay for wher arm, _ 

 ... holding her handkerchief to her eyes—they are bot in 
the utmoſt agitation— In this unhappy ſtory they feel paged | 
own FOO A, length I Go on.“ 


| | Werren reads. 
n doſt thou awake me, O! 1 It ſeems 


« to ſay I am coverd with the drops of Heaven— 
The time of my fading is near, and the blaſt 
that ſhall ſcatter my Jeave—to-morrow——ſhall 
© the traveller come He that ſaw me in my beauty 
” ſhall come——His eyes ſhall ſearch the field 
* But — they will not—find me“ | 


ies fall like @ firoke of thunder wn the heart of 
the unfortunate Werter | In deſpair he throws himſelf *- 
at her feet, ſeizes her hand and puts it to his forehead, + 


An ehen his fatal the 
— 2 2 222 _—_ 15 * 19 8 


CARLO TTA, farting e couch, *-. 


Is there no mercy to be found in Heaven? 
Is virtue ever to be tortur'd thus? e 
O Werter! 'Werter! - . Falling on fim. 


WE AE AN. 5 


1 will not Joſe thee 
Thus let me ever aſp thee to my heart. 


Here they loſe f. 2117 of every thing, and the abt world * 
diſappenrs before them. He Clajpe her in his arms 
and her. to tis m. 


| Cainroprs; - 


> * 
oy 


A TRAGEDY. 4 


CHARLOTTE. 


| Werter! 7 with. a faint voice) Werter! ( 2525 nts 7 


ing him away) Werter | (with the firm woice of wirtue) 


This is the laſt time! we. . 


again |— : L | [Exit, - 


_— 


Wars , ſolus. 


Now art thou ſatisfied indignant fate ! | 

Is not thy vengeance glutted now? Then look 

And fare thy ſo | oul with triumph and revenge, 
For I am curſt beyond the reach of Hope 


Heavens! how the tempeſt rages in my brain! _*- _ 


"Tis all on fre. -O! Charlotte, Charlotte, 
| Once mare « come forth and ſoften me to calmneſs. 


[Throws himſelf an the couch 


Unter A L BERT. 


ALBERT. 


The night and ceaflefs fury of the florm _ 

Compell'd me to return—ftrange fauctes too 
Perplex my mind and agitate me much. | 

] know not what to thmk—How! Werter here! 
This is moſt ſtrange !—Bat Albert have a care, 

_ Suſpe&@ not without cauſe, for when thou doſt, 
Then art thou damm d indeed !—Of all calamities 
FBuſpicion I bave yet avoid'd moſt— 

And ever will Welcome again to Walheim. 


8 not looking up. x 
Away—away—and leave me to my Sorrows. 


— Co 444 
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ALBERT, 
| Sill on \ afliction Werter I hop'd Cer this 


Thy friends had cha&'d each diſmal eare'away, — 
And quite reſtor d thee to thy former peace. | 

O 'tis a weakneſs to be ever thus 

Look up my friend 


'tis Albert f. W 
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The laſt on earth I-would intrude on tn: 
Oh! Albert, do I merit this from thee ? ol 
Am I not moſt unworthy of thy friendſhip ? 


WERTER | . 
Albert ! | 


AI BEAR r. 


VUnworthy!l — now by you, Heaven, I ſwear, 


There's not an action (unallied to ſin) We 
However dangerous, however painful, . 
But I would willingly attempt for Werter ! 


Worn R ( taking Albert by the hand. 1 


Then, Albert, hear !—and O! ye powers above 
bat ever blaſt the wiflies of my. ſoul, 

For once be merciful, and grant my prayer! 
Let anguiſh, ſorrow, and deſpair combine, 
To form in uniſon one perfect wretch ! | 
And let that wretch be Werter !—but gracious heaven 
Let all the curſes that are la viſſid here, 1255 
Be doubl'd in thy mercies bleſlings there. | | 
Let pureſt pleaſure, let perpetual peacc, 

Eternal happineſs, and conſtant love, 

' Attend him even to the hour of fate! 

But long avert that hour! — He deſerves it all — 

I can no more my ſpirits weaken faſt 

J prithee bear me hence. 


ALPERT. 


Bear on my arm. 
A little quiet will reſtore thy firength—— 
'Thou ſhalt reſt here to-night. 


W-eRkmTerR. 


I thank thee muck 
But I have buſineſs that compels me hence: 
Yes; I have that which cannot be 8 f 


> ALvz ** 


. A TRAGEDY. 44 
ALBERT. | 


Nay, figh not Werter—you will be ſoon at peace. | | 


Ware R- . 
Yes Albert! 1 foon! I would be gone 
| x Als zar. 1 f 
I will conduct thee, | 


- 


Wirt 
How can I eyer make thee a rerurn { 


2 
AL ** Ar. 4 

Nay, ſay no more bear up my friend bear up _ 
Tine will reſtore 22 to your wonted moos | 

TRESSE SE © 

A 1 x 

END OF THE FOURTH ACT; © 
* x ” Ta 4 


oa WERE: 


| © =SCENE ALBERT's Apartment. 


| Enter SEBASTIAN and SERVANT, 


SenasTIAN, 


1 AVE you inform'd your Lady, 
Sebaſtian \ waits her leiſure ? 


SS SERVANT, | 
- T have, Sir, VVV 
1 | SAS TIA. 
O may ſhe grant the favour I entreat, 


And with attractions that might mes 
A heart leſs * leſs ardent, than my Friend's ! 


Enter CHARLOTTE, : 


” Your pardon, lady, that I thus intrude— 
I come deputed by a wretched friend, 
Jo tell you, he repents his follies paſt, 
And will offend no more — Tis his intereſt | 
To leave this place to-night—Yet Cer he goes, 
He could have wiſh'd for one parting 
| One thort farewell, to cheer him on his way 
JF And if my wiſhes will not leſſen his, 
| | a 'T add them from my "Ts 


"I | ICITELON 
-Oh Sir! your friend 


7 


A ſecret paſſion 3 in 1 breaſt, 
3 hich when reveal d. 


* 


1 
* 


Has but deceiv'd you with this flattering tale. 


"SEBASTIAN, 


Dad Se KiDuLro.Qo.lo4 £*#. wen 


ere 


* TRAGEDY. = 37. 


| SEDASTIAN, \ Ve 
A ſeeret paſſion! 5 
| * CHantLonDE 2 


Alas! THIF... 
He has reſoly'd upon a fatal act, Fr 
Which you, Sebaſtian, only can prevent. 5 


- S1 2148114 u. 
Heayens! what act? 
te CHARLOTTE: | 
Suicide! | ä | 99 4 
SpBASTIAN,, 74 ; 
It cannot be - 


Hei 1s too great to ſtoop to ſuch a thought. 


CnantorTrTrE. 


Too well J W iter we parted laſt, 

In a fond moment he betray d his purpoſe : 
And I unable to ſupport the conflict, „ 

Left him, I fear, determin'd on the deed g- 

Fly, Sir, this inſtant, and avert the blow. | FOG 

Why doſt thou heſitate . 


* 1 f | 
I ſcorn — from my ſoul. 


 Cunanlonnas. 


Odo 1 not cauſe be ſwifter than the wind, | 74 
Or he will fall for ever. 4+ 2 


| x9 SIS. e 


When virtue's dead, he is not fit to live; | 9 
| — one good ſentiment inſpir@hisbreat, 
w. wau d have prompted him to cheriſh W 5 3 
E f . 


422 WE R T E R. 


Has it no object then !—does he not owe - 
Diſtreſs his fuccour, penury bis aid, 

Grief his aſſiſtance, merit his ſupport ! 8 

Has heaven, his country,.and his friends no claim 7 
Oh! by my ſoul, he merits inſtant death: 

That he may feel the agonies that wait 

On guilt ſo great as his . 


CuanrLoOnTE 


| Deluded man 4 
| You paint the various vices of your friend 
With-all the terrors that attend on death; 
And yet would let him fall, when but a word 
From thee, Sebaſtian, night protect him {tn ; 
Phe guilt is thine then, for by thee he dies 
And well remember, ſir, when fortune ſmil'd, 
You were the pilot of his proſperous bark; 
But at a moment, when a tempeſt roſe, _ 
And dangers thicken'd round, you ſhun'd your poſt, 
Aud, like a coward, left him to the erm. | 


Sr 518 11 u. 


| No more, no more. Tong (OL 

ln the wild tranſport of a heart too warm, 

J had forgot my-friend—let me begone 
And yet protect him from the deſperate act. | 


* 


CHARLOTTE, 


Yet hold, compaſſion prompts me. to ann 1 -" 
If he relents, | 
And' turns with horror from this . 
1 ones will ſee him more. 
i: 
|  BASTIAN. 


\ - Generous offer! 
This, this alone, will make him ſhrink from death; ; 
Methipks he ſtands on 'danger's naked cliff, 
And tottering rene on the ulph below 


$$ » — — — 


From 


” From that I'll ſnatch him, fold him in my arms, 
And waft him to the bleſſed Mer e of peace. lers 
enen | 


O Mat a fate is mine I generous lover, 

er now reſolving on a ſudden death, 
And I his murderer! a faithful huſband, | 

Wu long has lov'd, long watched my. crael heart, 

| Offend'd and incensd ih! there's the rock * 
O4 which my ſhatter'd veſſel will be cruſld ; N 
Reproof from Albert will A me more | 
"Than all my forrows paſt. | ] 


3 2 
Eb ALBz Ar. 
The more I think, the more I am perplex'd— - 
Een now I met Sebaſtian at the porta], 
k and Werter left her not an hour ago: 
8 Can ſne be falſe !—can heaven's own image! 
Can Charlotte? — but ah ! I reaſon as I wiſh— - 
Wou'd ſhe were true! and memory coud forget 


The various follies that my fondneſs laviſh'l—— - 
Ok! I deſerve the torments 1 endure, | 


Cirantorts, 


Ha! ſo difturb\d—then are my fears confirmsd 5 | 
I hape, my lord, no ſudden accident * | 
Delay'd your journey. | 


| Abri 9 
1 crave your pardon, Charlotte EC. . 4 
It is im mpoBble 1 that angel fim q 37: 
Worfd bluſh at frailty—bat be it as it TONS Y 


I ſtill adore, and fil confeſs * power. 2 
"MP dear partner! 


1 7 


I E33 ' Cranrorrs 
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My mind is much diſturbd. 


9888 Cuanionrs. *, 
8 In tears, lea N 
Mat eapthis mean N 

ork Arran 
Have I no cauſe to weep ? 


| Cnantonrs, 
1 how of none. 


A1 IIA. | 
of none ! my Charlotte. 


| Cnantorte 
No; on my foul=—if i innocenee— 


Als r. — 
Innocence! F 


Cnanrorte. | bi 


| Oh! on my knees let me intreat thee, Albert, © 
Va fold this myſtery !—let not my mind 
Be tortured with ſuf pence—ſpeak! quickly ſpeak, . 
Or — madneſs will diſtract my brain. . 


Alz. 


F 


Nay, do not. 188 e leave me no. = 


- 


CnanLOTtTYE. 
No! kill me quite. ks 
Let me not linger in my pain—oh, Albert! 1 
Thus, thus Vil cling, thus grovel at thy feet, 
ill thou haſt freed my doubts !—If Tm the cauſe 
Thy fears are falſe—ob, by mine 89 falſe! 


c Fe ALTEA r. 4 


Honour . „ 
14% . Carartotre 


R 
- 


| Hel ee U pie" 
| qi ee 
% Avnet: N 0 5 
| Vet, leave ne : 
A new unuſual fury rages here, 
And ſoon 'twill blaze brad | 
4 "1 : . * 
ner. 8 "7 1 
The well 15 0 ; 6 


| Oh hear! and anſwer if ſhe merits this f 


If it be guilt to ſuffer keen reproach, 


A FRA G E/D3Y. 


CuaAnLor r. 


Albert miſtruſts his che N kigh heaven 
He doubts her honour, he ſuſpects her love: 


Arb cut lat er). 


Lets Werter. i 
= ©" CnanLorTh (ouch ae) 5 
Ha! what of him? 1 1 one 
Al. . 3 Io 


o. Guilt! Git! bY a 4c „ 


. Lor ) CIT 
Ty ALIVE | | 823.8 
r | 

Haſt thou not art enough to bide thy Ca 


But thns muſt hoaſt it? thus to the very face * 
* him thou haſt abus d. | | | 


CAA r rz. 


— 


* ä Ad. 


Regret, afflition, terror, and deſpair, | 137 
With every torture that can rack the fouls 7 To | 
Rather than wander from my ruth to thee, - 
In action, word or thought—if this be guilt 


rd 
— 


I own, my lord, the juſtice, of your charge, ge. 
And well deſerves the phraſe, | | | 
| ALI 


- — » 
. 


„ WE R rim 


- 


* | ALLY... W Ee 


| This C t KIT . 2 ag 
d more ſhall Seas, pliant ſoul; | 
Tue been too long amusd, tod long deceir's ; 1 
My love has been long abuyd, my liberal ne a} 
S:brn'd and derid'd—bur thou ſhalt know. + -- | 
I'm not that dupe, that eaſy; placid fool- - 
Thy falſhood wiſh'd{ no Pl exert my pow 
Enforce my rights, and ben tyrant too: | 
Yes; mark me, madam, I charge thee on ay ruth, 75 
Nay, on thy peril, never to be ſeen 

Or found i in nconverſe-irich thy minion 


6 | Cannons.” 
Minion ! uſt} bear this? 5 


7 Auer 


* 1 


| Ar; and tore, much more: 


CuxrnLOtrTy. - 


No, Albert, a little while ago 55 
Vou found me fond, affectionate, and weak, 4 
Made up of folly, levity and fears: 
But your own raffinèſs has refl6rd my ſenſe, | 

And I deſpiſe your threats—minion !' O ſhame ! © 
Uſe ſuch another word, and here I yow, 
If cer I deign to liſten to you more, 


Tis but with {corn—unalterable ſcora, : 


Ar rA. 


. poor pretended ſ pirit is iu vain, | | 
Thy ſtubborn heart half bleed. | * 


eee eee 


You kitle know | 

The heart of Charlotte, if you think wei ee! | 
At follies idle race—no, my lord, WS 
When an ee your eib price, PE 
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And 3 like yourſelf T am your own;.- ü 
Proud to indulge, and happy to obey you; 0 
But when you loſe that calmneſs you profeſs, 
And thus inſult me; I am only taught 
That Albert is no better than a tyrant, 
Whole v: vain preſumption merits my any” 


1 


Away, away FI crifle time no more; 

Now; hear my laſt reſolve: by dea ben I love thaw: 
More than romantic fancy can exprels, | 

And wou d not leave thee for eternal peace; 

But if you till perſiſt . 

To let another triumph-1 in i your heart, 


ar art no „ mine — we part for ever * bt f 


CAT rr. 


Vagenerous man! 2 
K it for this my ſoul refigndits love, 
And kept its vow to thee ! Is it for this $* | 
He you abuſe in endleſs anguiſh lives 
3 cannot ot ſpeak>—(weeps,.) | 45 


AAT. . 


Ha! doſt thou weep! perfidious woman, go 
Go to thy Werter, revel in his arms, 


Albert will dever interrept you more, [Exitz. p 


— 


CuARLOTTE 


When, angry heaven, ſhall. thy 8 ons * 
When ſhall this little victim be allow'd e 


A momentary calm—never, never 


Vet lomecbirg.—myſalf hal fave him from - 


The horrid deed. 4 
Ener W EAT ER baer by Lead 
Werz. 


A little onward bear me, faithful Lenthrop,,. | 155 5 A. 


To ſigh my life out at my Charlotte feet, 34 
And ſhall die content.” R 
e -  Cnantoragy. | 
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Which 


0 3 Was ; Sebaſtian— 


CALEIIS 


Cuintortt.” 


War A *. 


He was deceivd=-L-yielded to bis wiſh,» . 

And while he left me to prepare for Mankeim, 
 Compleated my deſign—it was my fate 

- To catch a {ad qiſtemper in the heart, 

grew contagious, and while it canker heres: 
Infected all who ſooth'd—could I then re 
But to o deſtroy the ſharers of my pains * 


CAT 


Vaſt to Sebaſtian, tell bim alla ay 


| / 


Some ſpeedy antidote may yet be found >; 
He cannot, ſhall not die. 


| Wirz . 
Give me ſome comfort, 


For I im coward all- feat d to brave 

Life's common chances, and 1 ſhudder mow - 

To meet that death I ſought— horror] bet * + 
I dare not think upon the Ueed I've done; 
I have inyaded nature's ſacred lav, 
RebelPd againſt heaven itſelf 255 Chanlons FE: - 
| Isthete no hope of pardon ? 


ones 
Exruel, eruel hour! 


* wok Iloſe' thee, Werter! 8 


: f 


We Aren. — 


I Tell Albert to forgive „ 


For I have injur d and abus d him much: 
Forgive me too thyſelf could I but live! © 
It will not be—ha | that pang was death 

Ir will novhe—mercy, mercy, Heaven! Bit: 


* folk on the body!) 


A TR AG EDV 559 
u ALBERT, SEBASTIAN, and LEUTHROP. 


S8 BAS TAIA N. 
The ſharpeſt torments cruelty ſuggeſts, 
 Wou'd be indulzence to the pangs I feel : 
Who but Sebaſtian wou'd. have left his friend! 
"Had I remain'd and ſonth'd him as IL ought, 


| This ner had happen'd—curit! curſt reflection 


I am the fatal cauſe of all thefe ſorrows. 
AL * E R r. (Weeping over Charktte,) 
No, 'tis from Albert every ſorrow flows. 
Had I not been the weakeſt, worſt of men, 
I had refign'd my Charlotte ! and been happy | 
- In ſeeing her ſo exquiſitely. bleſt. 


What am I now. * iu innocence b 
50 Pronounce wy, doom 


CARLO rt. | (Starting F 


Talk not to me—away! - 

Be ſwift as lightning, or you'll be too late: 

He's in your fatal vale I left. him there, 

His ſward was drawp, and death fat brooding by: 
F ly or he's murder d \-— Hark! a ſhriek—a ſhriek ! 
Ah ! now ! tis paſt,*the ſweet deluder's vaniſnd, 

And I muſt wander Mer the wor ld alone. | 


SEBASTIAN. (To Charlotte.) 


Let not exceſs of grief 
Oercome thy reaſon, but with Pi! look 
On wretched Albert. 


CHARLOTTE. 


Albert! ! Iknow him well, 
Ile is my buſband, guardian of my honour! 
Honour! no more of that—no more of that 
That kiJPd the f innocent !—Oh my poor heart 1 


„Arr. 
Hold, Hold my brain !—will none attempt to br 


Wil 


her! : 
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WE A A E K. e 


5 
N e — e allt! IJ can no longer bear n 3 
2 The 8 ſisht! (Falls on — "TO NERD 


FEE? 


HE ip 7 "CHARLOTTE. 


| There—there's his ſepulchre „ 
Ha! "TT it ſhakes—The tomb is all convulsd f 
. Soft — now ir-yawns, and gently ſteals apart— bf. 1 | 
- *Tis burſt aſunder Here the body lie? Fa 
Alas ! how chang'd ! Theſe tears, negleQ'd ſhade; | 
"Shall wa ſh thy rankling wounds—Theſe hande—Akl. * 
look, 


. op e-balls roll! he treinble's in his ſhroud— 
He is alive 1; and all will ſtill be well. 

See! ſee! ta heaven he mounts ; _ Ks 83 
- Legions of angels hover round his form, S 7: 


He beckons me I Werter, I come T come— - 1 
And now let honour: part us if it can ! Son | 
— S sTIAx. 8 Wi 
on Albert! . * 


Io ſe not thy firmneſs at this awful moment 

* "The ſtorm ſhall ſoon be ver, and all be calm 1 
Alas I he ſpeaks not—exceſs of ſorrow, ‚ N 
Has quite fubdued him Leuthrop, bear him in, 
And eaſe him of theſe tortures, if you can— 
Albert has merited a better fate. | 


1 : From theſe diſaſters, we are. taught to ſhun 5 
jj The ſad temptations of unlawful love. : 
For oh! ſhov'd paſſion-conquer reafon's power, 


1 
1 
if 
ö 
. 
* 


und reaſon oft in weak) the deſperate mind $ MS 
| May turn to death for peace—DeftruQive hope! 
For if one crime is blackerthan the reſt, 
| © Below more. puniſh'd, more abbor'd above ; 3 


Ti ſelf deſtruction; 'tis by heaven deereed, 
So high an outrage ! "that at mercy's throne, - 
aicide alone is ue nk at ; 


1 


